



The Life and Death 

##/.Ihaue too few to take my leave of you, 

When the tongues office ffiould be prodigall. 

To breath th’ abundant dolour of the heart. 

Gau . Thy griefe is but thy abfence for a time. 

Stt ! . Ioy abfent,griefe is prefent for that time* 

Gau. What is fixe Winters,they are quickly gone ? 
Bui. To men in joy, but griefe makes one houre ten* 
$au, Call it a travel!, that thou cake [l for plealure. 
Bui. My heart will figh, when I mifcall it lb , 

Which finds it an inforced Pilgrimage- 
Gaunt . The fullen palTage of :hy weary Heps 
Efleemea foyle, wherein thou art tofet . . 

The precious Iewell of thy home returne. 

Bui. Oh who can hold a fire in his hand 
By thinking on the froHy Caucafus ? 

Or eloy the hungry edge of appetite. 

By bare imagination of a feaft ? 

Or wallow naked in December fnow 
By thinking on phantafticke Summers heatcA 
Oh no, the apprehenfion of the good 
Ciues but the greater feeling to the worfe : 

Fell forrowes tooth, doth ever rankle more 
Then when it bites, but lanceth not the fore* 
GW».Comc,come (my fonne)Ile bring thee on thy way 
Had I thy youth, andcaufe.I would not flay. 

Bu/.Tben Englands ground fare well ;fweet foyle adieu. 
My Mother, and my Nurfe, which beares me yet : 

Where ere I wander, boatt of this lean. 

Though banifh’d, yet a true-borne Englilhman* 


ScanaQuarta. 


^nter King , timer le , Greene ; and Tarot 
Bich. We did obferve. Cofin Aumerle, 

Hew ferre brought yon high litre ford on h jg way* 


Anm* 





of Richard the fecond. 

Aum. I brought high Hereford (if you call him fo ) 

But to the next high way, and there I left him- 
* Rick. And lay, what Hereof parting teareswere ffied 
Aum Faith none byme: except the NortheaH Wind 

Which then blew bitterly againft our face, 

Awak'd the fleepy rhewme, and foby chance 
rid erace our hollow parting with a tearc. 

Rich. What laid our Cofin when you parked wi 
^.Farewell: & for my heart dil'dained that my tongue 
Should fo prophane the word , that taught me crait 
To counterfeit oppreflion of luch griefe. 

That word feenfid buried in my forrowes grave. 

Marry, would the word farewell, had lengthen d houres. 
And added yeercs to his fhort banifhment. 

He fliould have had a volume of Farewels, 

But lince it would not, he had none or me. 

Rich. He is our Cofin (Cofin) but as doubt, . 

When time lhall call him home from bamfoment. 
Whether our kin man come to lee his friends, 

Ourfelfe. and Bujhr, Bagot here and greene 
Oblerud his^Gourtlhip to theccmmon people.: o il 

How hc.didjeeme to dive. into their heirts,. .b i 

Withhumble,andfamijitt qottwefie, >miLrr Usm 
W hat reverence he did throw away on uaves; s . 

Wooing pooic Crafteimen^with thecraft cf urnles. 

And patient under-bearing of his Fortune, 

As ’twere to banilh their atfe&s with trim- Y. c , 
Off goes ; his bonnet to an Oyftcr-wefich, 

A brace of Dray-men bid God ipeed him well. 

And had the uibute of his lupple knee, 

W ith thankes my Conner i me n/ny Loving friends. 

As were our England in reuerfion his, 

And he our fubjects next degree in hope- • 

Cr.VVell ; heis gone.and with him goe thefe thoughts 
NoW for the Rebels, which Handout in Ireland, 
Expedient mannage muHbemacfe my Liege 
Erefurther ley fure,yeeld the further meanes 
Fortheiraduantage,and your higlineil'e lofl'e* 

: . Q 2. Rich « 
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